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Whale and Wasp 


December 25, 1194 
" Oh c'mon man, all i'm gonna say is that | was young and needed the money." 

Sean took another bite out of his chicken while we all laughed and pretended as if all of our problems didn't 
exist. It was a stress free christmas night. Our bond was the only thing that really mattered tonight. Besides 
Sean's engaging stories of his life, it seemed other things had to be told. 

" All that for a damn KISS poster-" 
" Hey, it wasn't just a damn KISS poster, Mike...” 
He spoke sternly and had his finger strongly pointed at Mike, who was staring at Sean with a mouth full of 


chicken. The silence was strong as we all waited for Sean to add on to his statement. We all knew it was going 


to be something dumb but.its Sean We never expect something smart to come out of him. 


"What was it then, Sean?" 

| asked Sean, who definately knew what was going to happen if he answered the way it he was going to 
answer. | was already grinning because | already knew what he was going to say. There was only one thing that 
could come out of his mouth to defend himself, and it wasn't going to work 

"It was an exclusive KISS poster, okay? | had no other choice!" 

We all looked at each other to make sure that we heard what he said correctly. We all started to laugh and 
cackle to the point Mike almost choked on his food. Sean wasn't laughing but he was definately shocked that we 
couldn't relate to him. 

" Oh fuck off man, as if you guys wouldn't do the same for a goddamn exclusive KISS poster from '75." 

" We really wouldn't man, that's all you." 


Sean chirped his teeth and took a sip from his water as | ran my hand through my hair. 


" Well since you guys are getting on my back, lets go to Mike. What did you do for that christmas hat, 
Mike?" 


"You're worried about my hat man? Cause you definately don't wanna know what | did for these shoes!" 


Mike and | continued to laugh but Sean was definately done with the both of us. As Mike and Sean start to 


argue with each other, | look over and notice that someone isn't happy. 
Layne. 

| look at Layne with a smile and wonder what he's thinking about. 

" You alright Layne? You didn't say a word all night” 

"d'im fine Jerry" 

| knew about his problem for a while now. Even Mike and Sean knew. We all fucking knew what was going on 
with Layne. He's been clean for a while now but something about him was just not quite right about him. He 
was talking slower, he was barely moving, he wasn't eating his food, and he barely had any color on him. He 
was whiter than a cloud. 


He relapsed 


He just got out of rehab too. 


The smile was long gone from my face and it wouldn't be coming back on for a while. 
" Layne are you using again? 
Sean and Mike went completely silent. 
" Does it look like using again Jerry?" 
" Yeah it fucking looks like your using again Layne." 
" Well why do you care if i'm using but you didn't care when Mike was using?" 
" Woah, | never did any-" 
" They're not talking about you Mike.” 


| looked over at Sean who had to reassure Mike that he wasn't apart of this feud. | looked back over to 
Layne who didn't take his eyes off me. 


" That's the whole reason why he's not here in the band with us anymore, Jerry. Cause he was using but he 
got kicked. But some fucking how..i'm still here." 


" Why are you bringing him up now? Why didn't you bring him up when he got kicked, hm?" 

" Because it would make no difference if he's already gone. But atleast i'm not fucking dead yet." 
" Well you will be if you don't stop this now." 

Layne stared so deep into my eyes, he realized that he could only see himself. 


" When are you gonna realize that your fucking yourself up by doing this Layne?! Is it that hard to realize 
what your doing?! Your killing yourself man!" 


" Then let me die Jerry! Im better off dead anyways and don't act like you don't know that as well.” 
| looked down at the half full plate in front of me. 
"When was the last time you ate Layne?" 


He didnt answer. 


" Listen man, | get that you don't want my help anymore. But in a couple of years, months,weeks, or even a 
couple of days..you probably won't be here anymore. So | suggest you fucking get your head together or else 


you won't have enough time left to do so." 


| slammed the fork onto the plate and grabbed my black leather coat off the chair | was sitting on | made 
my way out of the condo, leaving behind the rest of the guys without a second thought. 


| cant stand seeing him in this condition anymore. Its draining because he's like a brother to me. 


| dont want to lose my brother. 


January 23, 977 
" When was the last time you spoke to him?" 


| took a break from my coffee and looked up at Demri. She was waiting for an answer but | didn't know if 


she was going to be happy with the answer | was going to give her. So | just didn't answer. 
" Ok, next question. When was the last time you talked with all of the guys?" 
" What is this? A game of 20 questions?" 
" Your giving me no choice since you're not answering me." 
| looked around the cafe to find something to think about, but nothing seemed to be interesting. 
" [ts been a while Demri, | haven't spoken to them in a long time." 
" Was it two years?" 


| scrunched my eyebrows and snapped my head at her. All she had was a smile on her face that seemed as 


if she was up to no good. 
" How did you know?" 
"| didnt Jerry, it was a wild guess’ 
"| pursed my lips together and looked down at the steaming coffee. 
" When was the last time you spoke to him then?" 


" Four days ago, | went to his condo to check up on him." 


A small smile started to form on my lips, even though | could barely feel them since it was freezing. It was 


rice to know that he was still around. 
"Has he ever told you that we were gonna get married one day?" 


" Oh yeah, multiple times. | remember him telling me that he couldn't wait to propose to you and just live 


the rest of his life with you" 
Demri laughed and took another sip of her coffee 
" If you don't mind me asking, why did he break it off?" 
" Im the one who broke it off, actually" 
| raised my eyebrows at the late news. 
" Yeah, | know. It's just that some time passed and | realized that we weren't good for each other.” 


| slowly looked down at the table and sniffled my nose. But all of a sudden, a warm hand caresses mine. | look 
back up at Demri who had a subtle smile planted on her lips. But she also seemed worried. 


" | know what happened on christmas night two years ago, Jerry.” 
Í guess that wasn't a wild guess then 


" Layne called me later that night but he was wasted so he couldn't really think straight. But trust me when 


| say this, he loves you: 
" Did he tell you that?" 
"Yes, but he wouldn't have to tell me for me to know. All im asking is for you to get them back together.” 
| looked down at Demri's hand and poked the inside of my cheek with my tongue. 


" Contact Sean, Mike or whoever, because you know this break or hiatus you guys are having is going to turn 


into a break-up sooner or later. So all | ask of you, is to give each other another chance..please." 


She gave my hand one last stroke before getting up and leaving the cafe with a look of worry on her face. 


I've knew Demri for a while and | know she doesn't like to worry about people, especially the closest people. 


| stepped outside of the cafe to have a cigarrette break but that was interrupted when | felt a strong bump 
against my leg. | puff out the smoke and look down just to see a litle girl staring up at me. | look around and 


wonder if she's lost or something. 

" Are you lost kid?" 

She didn't say anything but all she did was stare at me. | looked at all the cars and people passing by, thinking 
if this little girl had someone with her. | look back down at her. She had a red raincoat on along with red boots 
and a red hat. She also had a red kids wagon trailing behind her at her control. But she had a camera in her 
hand. At the raise of her hand, a bright flash took over my vision 


She took a picture of me. 


She took the picture out and waved it until the image of me showed up. She slowly raised the picture in her 


hand up towards me, waiting for me to take it from her grip. 
"Here you go sir." 
| slowly took the image out of the little girls hand as she walked away and crossed the street with her red 


wagon trailing behind her. | looked down at the picture and noticed that it was in a blue setting. | looked back up 
and saw that the girl was gone already. 


" What the hell..?" 


By this point, | have no idea what to expect anymore. 


Remedy 


Jerry glared down at the black telephone set down on the glass coffee table, waiting to be picked up. It was 
only the night of when Demri insisted that Jerry call one of his band members and set something right for 
once. Jerry tossed his keys onto the couch and plopped down right next to them. He straightened himself up 
and shook off his nerves. 


There's nothing to be scared about, dont be a wimp. 


Jerry, finally gathering up the courage, picked up the phone and dialed a number he knew that would answer 
soon enough. Jerry gulped and shook his leg up and down 


" Hello." Jerry waited for a response. 
" Jerry? | was just about to call you!" 

Jerry let out a breath and chuckled as he leaned back on the couch, 

"| knew you would pick up Chris" Jerry cooed. Jerry let out a sigh and rubbed his eye 
" Did you miss me that much?" Chris joked as Jerry scoffed 

" Not really but whatever makes you happy" Jerry smiled and looked up at the ceiling 


" But.why were you gonna call me again?" Jerry was curious because he himself was wondering why he 


called Chris instead of the person he was actually going to call 
The nervousness was too much for him and he needed something to take his mind off things. 


" Oh, yeah! Uh, | was gonna ask you if you wanted to come hang with me and Eddie at this party were going 
to." 


As soon as party came up, Jerry shot right up and leaned forward, sitting in a position where his elbows 
were placed on his legs. He slouched with his tongue poking the inside of his left cheek. He contemplated 
whether he should go to the party or call hm 

" Y-yeahl.!-I'll go" Jerry scratched the side of his nose as he hesitated about his decision. 


God, | know your disapointed in me. 


" Awsome manl Last time me and Eddie went to a party together, he climbed the ceiling and fucking fell on 
top of mel" | couldn't help but laugh at his short, but entertaining story. 


"| could've broken a bone from how wasted he was that time." Chris scoffed. 

" Luckily, you didn't. Your like a giant anyways." Jerry murmured under his breath. 

" Were like the same height, Jerry." Chris reminded Jerry. 

" PH Forget about it" Jerry laughed. 

" Whatever you say man, I'll be there in 10." 

" Alright, bye." Jerry hung up the phone and cursed under his breath as he leaned back on the couch with 
his hands over his face. He ran his fingers through his hair and thought about if he was going to call him or 
not. This feeling Jerry was experiancing was unsettling and hard to handle for Jerry. He couldn't find an answer 


as to if this was a good idea or a bad idea 


Or just wrong timing 


Iil find a way to deal with this 


Jerry entered the passenger seat of Chris’ car, sighing. 
" Hey man." Jerry greeted. 
" Hey Jer." Chris greeted back. 


"Hey Jerry." Jerry scrunched his eyebrows and turned around just to see Eddie keeping the back seat 
company. Eddie pursed his lips and waved. 


" Hey Eddie." Jerry though for a quick second before laughing at the thought of Eddie. 
" Why are you in the back now?" Jerry asked with a grin on his face. 

" Well, um." Eddie scrunched his lips and scratched his head full of hair. 

" Chris kinda revoked my passenger seat privaleges for some reason." 


"For some reason?!" Chris turned around and stared at Eddie shocked. 


" You nearly killed me last Friday!" Chris reminded Eddie. 

"Oh c'mon man" 

" Can we argue about this after the party?" Jerry asked them both eagerly. 

Chris stared at Jerry for a second before stepping on the gas. 

"So um, this one isn't at Eddie's place" Jerry looked over to Chris who was concentrated on the road. 


" Then where is it, Chris?" Jerry waited for a response for a while until he decided to finally reveal the place 


where the party was taking place tonight. 


"Down at this club." Jerry closed his eyes for exactly five seconds before opening them back up and staring 


at Chris. 
" Goddamnit Chris, you know | won't be able to walk later on tonight” 
"I'm sorry, its not my fault you agreed to going." Chris stated. 


" You literally lied about going to Eddie's place for the party." Chris let out a soft laugh before looking at 
Jerry. 


" You'll be fine Jerry. It's just one night at a club-" 


" No Chris, it's another night of me being passed out on the ground with my balls hanging out." Jerry 
scoffed. 


" Where did the balls come from?!" Eddie leaned forward towards the two occupied seats. 
" Listen, alcohal brought out a whole different person in me." 


" Obviously it did if it had your balls hanging out" Eddie leaned back into his seat and laughed like a person up 


to no good. 
" Whatever man, you wouldn't be laughing if you were in my place" Jerry scoffed and rolled his eyes. 
He thought about the little girl and the image she took of him earlier outside of the cafe. 


"Hey, you guys ever..had a person take a picture of you and um, give it to you..?" Jerry wondered and asked 


Chris and Eddie. 


"| mean, i've had random people take pictures of me all the time, but that just comes with the package. But 
they never gave it back" Chris replied. 


" Yeah man, but thats just paparazzi..isn't it?" Eddie scratched his head thinking he was wrong. 

" l'm not talking about paparazzi, i'm talking about a-a normal person just walkin’ up to you and taking a 
picture of you..but they give that picture to you." Jerry had his fair shair with paparazzi so he knows that 
they're complete assholes desperate for a story. But he wondered by someone would give the picture back 
instead of just simply keeping it. 

" Why'd you ask?" Jerry looked over to Chris who was still focused on the road. 

" |-| was just wondering." Jerry looked down to his hands that were resting in his lap. 


" Please dont let me near alcohal." Jerry begged. 


" Eddie will probably fall on you before you get the chance to even get a cup." Chris murmured before 
struggling to keep his laugh to himself. 


"IT WAS AN ACCIDENT!" Eddie yelled as Chris laughed at him. 
There's only one thing Jerry was afraid of. 


Alcohal 


" Atleast try to keep yourself up." Sean grunted as the drunken Jerry couldn't even simply walk to his 
apartment. Sean made sure Jerry couldn't break out of his grip. His arm was wrapped around Sean's shoulder 


with a bottle of liqour in his hand. All Sean could hear was Jerry hiccuping. 
This was a normal routine. 


" l'm s-sorry man" Jerry laughed weakly and threw his head back as Sean basically dragged him into his 


apartment. 


" l'm just stressed man." Jerry bursted into laughter once again as Sean grabbed the key from Jerry's 
pocket and unlocked the door. Jerry continued to hiccup as Sean navigated a place to lay drunken Jerry, who 


also threw up all over his shirt. 

" Shit Jer, you threw up all over yourself" Sean sighed and once again dragged Jerry all over the place since 
he was obviously too drunk to walk. As soon as Sean was able to drag Jerry into the bathroom, Jerry was 
finally able to do something helpful in his state. 

By falling into the tub 


Jerry groaned and dangled his feet off the edge of the tub, with the bottle of liquor still in his hand. Sean 


sighed and scoffed. He has never seen him this bad before. Jerry was out of it and was a hot mess. 
" Take your shirt off Jerry, you gotta clean up." 


" W-why do l.have to.hiccup.do that?" Jerry closed his eyes and was literally a mess. He kept laughing as if 


nothing even mattered. 


" Because you got fucking vomit all over you." Sean sighed and shook his head as he took the bottle out of 
Jerry's hand. Sean looked down at Jerry as he sloppily took the shirt off and threw it on the ground. He 
sniffled and rubbed his nose. Sean rubbed his head and placed his hands on his hips as Jerry started singing 


one of their songs, Bleed the Freak. It wasn't even singing, it was mumbling. 
"Goddamnit Jer." Without a secind a thought, he opened the shower on warm. 


" Ah! Fuck manl" Jerry shouted and groaned. He ran his hand through his blonde hair as Sean just stared 
down at him. Jerry's cheeks were red, he could barely keep his eyes open, and he couldn't think straight. That's 


when Sean realized what was going on. 


" Is this about Layne?" Jerry wiped his nose after staring at Sean for a couple moments. He knew that Sean 


wasn't always that silly and cheerful person he usually is. He knew that he could get serious if he had to. 
Or he actually just cared 


Jerry let out one small laugh before acting like Sean didn't know what he was talking about and he was just 
messing with his head. 


" What the hell are you talking about man-" 


" You know what i'm talking about, i'm not stupid Jerry" There was a moment of tense silence that allowed 


the sound of the running background to be the only thing blocking out any other sound. 

Jerry hiccuped and sniffled his nose before finally snapping himself back into reality. 

" What else am | supposed to fucking do?" Jerry's voice was hoarse and soft, he was tired. 

" Can | get that bottle back Sean?" 

" Hell no, not after tonight" Jerry rolled his eyes and leaned back on the wall. Jerry let the wam water run 
on his body. The blond wiped his nose and stared at Sean. Even though he was still very much wasted, he knew 


that Sean was obviously tired of all of this. 


" Jerry | don't think this is gonna end up well if you keep doing this to yourself man" Sean looked back down 
at Jerry who had his eyes closed, but he wasn't asleep. 


Sean sat down on the toilet, with the seat covered, and looked down at the tiled floor. There was a long 


period of silence with the water running in the background. Jerry let out a cough and hiccuped 
" Sean" Jerry quitely called out with a hoarse voice. 
i 
" You know what i've always wanted to do before we got big?" Jerry let a small smile form on his face. 
" What?" 
" MTV Unplugged" Jerry and Sean were both able to let out a laugh despite being tired 


It was almost midnight and it was definately a long night. They both needed some type of rest. 


" What? It's true..l-l always thought it was cool when Elton John did it" Jerry slightly opened his eyes. 

" So why can't we do it..?" Jerry asked before hiccuping again 

" Seeing how the band is right now?" Sean scractched teh side of his eyebrow. 

" | don't think that's gonna happen for a while man." Sean sighed as he closed his eyes for a split second 

"Is it alright if | crash on your couch tonight man? /m fuckin’ beat dude." 

"Yeah, go ahead man" Jerry was nearly about to pass out in the tub right then and there anyway. 

After Sean exited the bathroom, leaving Jerry to care for himself, he was anle to open his eyes and let out 
a sigh. He reached for the shower lever to stop the water running. He knew he wasn't doing to himself after 
what happened with Layne at the christmas dinner. He felt somewhat felt guilty but he needed to do what had 
to be done. He needed to address the elephant in the room. But he didn't know it was going to be this way. 


Jerry didn't want it to end this way but it happened anyway. 


He wanted to fix this somehow one way or another. 


Out of Control 


" JERRY" Chris startled Jerry who was stuck and lost in thoughts. 

" W-what?" Jerry asked, 

" Were here, are you okay man? You were thinking for a while. 

It was true that Jerry was thinking for a while, but he wanted to remember why he didn't want to lose 
control over himself tonight at the club. Jerry looked ahead at the large group of people entering the club, 
laughing and holding each other. Jerry swallowed and sniffled his nose. He promised himself that he wouldn't 


drink again after that night with Sean. They all unbuckled their seat belts. 


" Eddie, remember this tonight. No..climbing." Chris looked back at Eddie who was ready to launch out the 


door with a smile on his face. 
" | can't promise you that man." Eddie laughed as he stuffed all his hair into his hat, shifting it backwards. 


Chris cursed under his breath as Eddie ran out the car laughing. It was not a surprise that Eddie would end 
up causing or getting into trouble. Jerry ran his fingers through his hair as Chris watched. 


" You ready?" Chris asked. 

" Of course man" 

They both exited the car, finally making their way towards the entrance of the club where the music could 
be heard. As they entered, a man with a ink stamper in his hand branded the people coming in on their wrists. 
Since it was Chris‘ turn, he rolled the sleeve of his jacket up and turned his hand around so his wrist was 
exposed. As Jerry went up and was about to roll up his sleeve, the man grabbed Jerry's wrist, startling him. 
Jerry looked up at the man in a flannel and a backwards hat. His eyes were barely open and he was squinting 
quite a lot. His eyes were red also. 

He's detinately high 

"| know you." The man spoke slow. 

" Oh, is that so..?" Jerry asked as the man didn't let go of his wrist. 


" Your fuckin’ Jerry Cantrell man!" Jerry awkwardly laughed at the mans realization 


" | can't believe it's really you man, you're like a guitar godl" 


" Well, | don't know about that-" Jerry's sentence was cut off short from the man pulling him into a random 


but tight hug. 
Jerry gulped as the man pulled him back and took a good look at him with his hands on his shoulders. 


" l-I gotta get you a different tag man" The man searched his pockets as he looked for a different ink stamp 
to give Jerry. 


Jerry scratched teh back of his neck and looked around as there was a line of people waiting behind him. The 
man finally found the ink stamp and fianlly let Jerry roll up his sleeve so he could get a stamp on his wrist like 
everyone else. The man pressed the stamp down onto Jerry's wrist. 

Exclusive Member Only the ink stamp read. 

" listen man, my name is Terry and if you need anything, you can come to me man." 

"|-Ill make note of that Terry." 

" Tell Layne | said hey manl 

" Y-yeah, i'll do that." Jerry almost choked when he said Layne. 

" Awsome man!" 

Terry's continuous use of ' man ‘concerned Jerry just a little bit. Jerry walked away from Terry as he 
continued stamping people coming into the club with a smile on his face. Jerry searched around the club and 
tried to spot Chris with the loud, hard rock music playing in the background. Chris basically left him stranded. 
Jerry scruntched his eyebrows as he heard a faint voice calling for him. 


" Jerry up here!" 


Jerry looked up and noticed Chris and Eddie up in the lounge upstairs. Jerry scoffed and laughed, making his 
way through the crowd and going up the stairs. 


Jerry made his way over to Chris and Eddie hanging by one of the tables. 
" Did Terry recognize you?" Chris teased as he took a sip of his drink 


" What do you think? How come he didn't get you?" 


" We're regular members here Jerry. " Eddie pulled one of the chairs out from the table and took a seat, 


pulling a lighter and a joint from out of his pocket. 


" So obviously he was gonna get one of us one way or another." Eddie placed the joint in between his lips, 


lighting the end. 

Jerry walked over to the railing of the lounge and looked down at the band playing on the stage. He missed 
the feeling of being able to be on stage doing what he always wanted to do. A core memory of his was when a 
fan came up on the stage and got his hair stuck on Jerry's guitar. He wasn't even pissed off about it, he just 
thought it was funny. But besides that, he just missed the overall feeling of being on stage. 

But his thoughts came to an end as he felt a hand slither up his shoulder. He turned his head around as a 
woman came next to him, not breaking eye contact with him. She was quite seductive but that didn't stop 
Jerry from trying to find out her motive. 

" Youre Jerry..right?" The woman asked. 

" Yeah, did someone send you to come for my head?" Jerry chuckled. 

" No, but / got something for you that can clear your head" She pulled out a small ziplock bag of full of acid. 

Not the liquid acid either. 

Jerry laughed and looked around. 

" Um, | Don't do drugs." Jerry stated. 

The lady poked the insdie of her cheel as she slid the baggie down the railing towards Jerry. 

"Incase you decide to change your mind" She walked with a smirk planted on her lips. 

He hesitated about grabbing or leaving the baggie. Jerry looked back at Chris and Eddie who seemed to have 
dissapeared from the lounge while Jerry was having an intriguing conversation. Jerry sighed and rolled his eyes 
as he grabbed the baggie off the railing and stuffed it into his pocket. 

Just incase he wanted to feel something 

But a second thought came to Jerry's head. 


" Goddamnit:" He took the baggie of acid out from his pocket, lifting it into the air to get a better look at it. 


He slowly opened the baggie and took one tab which stuck to his index finger. He never planned on taking 
drugs but tonight would probably be different for him. Jerry looked up and closed his eyes. 


" God, please don't let me die tonight” Without hesitation, Jerry placed the pink tab of acid onto his tongue, 
letting it melt. 


God, what the hell have | done? 


Out of Control ( Pt.2 ) 


After a full fourty minutes, Jerry seemed to be struggling to walk down the stairs, where the party really 
was. Jerry gulped and gripped onto the stair railing as every face he looked at was warped and deformed, some 
were even melting. But Jerry knew it all wasn't real. It was all going to go away soon, but he didn't know how 
long soon was. Jerry managed to take full steps down the stairs without breaking one of his bones, which was 
hard for him too. Everything and everyone around him seemed to be melting and deformed. He had his reasons 


for not wanting to try out drugs. 
This seems to be one of those reasons. 


Jerry walked straight ahead into the bouncing crowd where the music seemed to be the loudest. Jerry 
pushed through the crowd and got caught in the middle. Sweaty boys and girls were all surrounding Jerry, 
dancing and bouncing to the hard rock music being played in the background. Jerry smiled and laughed because 
of this feeling he was having. A sweet sensation of joy took over him. Tonight was probably the night he felt 
the most happy. All because of LSD. 


A warm but larger hand grabbed Jerry's wrist from behind, turning Jerry around to face the familiar 
figure. I} was Eddie. Eddie came in closer and cupped Jerry's face as the crowd continued to push them around. 
Eddie squinted his eyes as he stared into Jerry, still cupping his face. 


" Did you take acid Jerry?" Jerry gulped as he struggled to spit an answer out since Eddie's face began to 
deform and melt. Eddie slowly started to smile as his laugh grew bigger and bigger. Jerry stood still with his 
mouth open and his face in Eddie's hands. Eddie's laugh suddenly came to a stop. He began to breath heavily. 


" You're not alone man, | took two tabs of that shit earlier and itm now a new man Jer. Shit man, | lost my 


hat and shirt!" Jerry placed his hands on Eddie's shoulders and let out a laugh. Eddie began to laugh with Jerry. 
" W-where did Chris go?" Jerry asked. Eddie leaned into Jerry's ear. 


" He's in paradise Jerry." The crowd lifted Eddie so now he was on top of all of their heads, crowd surfing. 


Jerry turned around but stopped in his tracks as he saw a familiar face he wasn't expecting. 
Layne. 


Jerry didn't know if this was real or not this time. What seemed to be Layne, was leaning up against the wall 
by the stairs, staring back at Jerry. Jerry's eye's followed Layne as he walked up the stairs, not breaking eye 
contact. Jerry looked around before pushing through the crowd, trying to follow Layne upstairs back into the 
lounge. Somehow Jerry didn't miss a step. As Jerry struggled to keep up with Layne, who finished climbing the 
stairs, Jerry started to break a sweat. Jerry finally finished running up the stairs, but it was too late. 


Layne was gone. 


So it wasn't real, Jerry thought, but he was able to find Chris sitting on the black sofa accompanied with a 
table. Chris had his head thrown back with his eye's closed. He was also missing a shirt. Jerry slowly walked 
over to what seemed to be an unconcious Chris. He slid down the sofa next to Chris, who wasn't moving at all. 
Jerry looked around the empty lounge. Jerry looked back at Chris and noticed a liqour bottle in his hand. It was 
almost empty which meant that Chris was basically knocked out cold. 


" Goddamnit Chris." 


Jerry slowly took the bottle from Chris‘ grip and exhaled. He closed his eyes and threw his head back with 
his hand now wrapped around the bottle. Jerry looked at Chris then back at the bottle. Jerry never forgot the 
night with Sean. Sean was the last person to see Jerry too. But Jerry knew that if he took one sip from that 
bottle he was holding, that would be the last sip he would ever take. But Jerry was probably sweating a lot 
now, to the point where his hair got affected. He clanked his rings against the glass bottle and thought about 
it. 


Fuck it 


Jerry slowly wrapped his lips around the bottle, already getting the taste of the liqour. He rocked back and 
forth before taking a huge sip from the bottle. He kept the liquid in his mouth for a few moments. 


He finally swallowed if 


He scruntched up his face and let out a couple of coughs. He wiped away the excess liqour off his lips and 
remembered why he stopped drinking in the first place. Jerry slowly looked back at Chris. He was used to 
seeing him without a shirt on but he really couldn't stop staring at his chest. Chris' body was perfect to 
Jerry. 


"| know your lookin Jerry.” Chris' voice was hoarse but still clear like always. He knew that Jerry was 
staring even with his eyes closed. Chris opened his eyes and lifted his head to look back at Jerry, who was still 
holding the bottle of liqour. Chris looked up from the bottle and stared at Jerry with droopy eyes. 


" you're not supposed to be drinking.Jerry." Chris slowly scooted down towards Jerry. He reaked of liqour but 
Jerry didn't really care. Chris grabbed Jerrys jaw, making him look back at him. Chris stared at Jerry for a 


couple of moments. 
" What did you take Jerry?" Chris didn't break eye contact. 
" took a liHle bit of acid earlier.why?" 
" You're pupils are huge" Jerry gulped since this was a side of Chris he never saw before. Jerry closed his 


eyes as Chris placed his hand on his upper thigh, a little too close to his bulge. But Chris still never broke eye 
contact with Jerry. 


" Don't get drugs from her man" Chris' hand went from Jerry's jaw down to his neck. Jerry didn't really 
understand what was going on so he didn't stop him. Jerry kept a word from slipping out of his lips as Chris’ 
hand slowly started to unbutton his pants. 


" W-why shouldn't I..2" Jerry's voice became shakey as Chris slid his hand into his underwear, grabbing his 


boner. 
Jerry didn't want Chris fo know he had a boner. 


" Did | give you a boner Jerry?" Chris' moved his face closer to Jerry's, as his breathing got heavier as 


Chris began to massage him. 


" N-no." Jerry tried to keep his noise to himself. The place was loud enough but he didn't want Chris to 
break him. 


" Are you lying to me Jer?" Chris breath grazed Jerry's lips as he got closer and closer. 
" Chris | think your still drunk” 


" | think you're still high." Chris planted his lips onto Jerry's as his hand was still in his pnats massaging him. 
Jerry could taste the liqour from Chris’ lips but he still kissed back. Chris took his hand out of Jerry's 
underwear and placed his hand up his shirt instead, rubbing Jerry's chest. Chris pulled back from Jerry and 
looked down at his wet pink lips. A weak laugh escaped out of Chris while Jerry tried and caught his breath. 


" | think i'm gonna crash..here." He collapsed right down onto Jerry's lap, instantly falling sleep like he was 
before. That whole moment was random to Jerry because he never liked him in that way, but Chris could turn 
Jerry into a mess if he wanted. Jerry wiped his lips and slowly slid away from Chris, laying his head on the 
sofa instead. Jerry stood up from the sofa and looked down at sleeping Chris as his hair drooped down over 


the edge of the sofa 


Jerry looked down at his pants and realized they were still unzipped. Taking a deep sigh, he zipped them back 
up and dragged himself downstairs, back down to the rough crowd. Jerry didn't know what time it was but all 
he wanted was to get out of there and go home. He walked over to the door, where Terry was smoking a joint 


while reading a Playboy magazine. 


" Have a good one Jerry.” Terry said, not taking one look up from his magazine. Jerry looked at Terry, the ink 


stamper. 


" „you too Terry." Jerry responded as Terry let out a puff of smoke. Jerry walked out of the club dragging 
his feet against the concrete side walk. He was still having his high but he would just have to manage with it. 
Since Chris and Eddie were obviously not going to be seen for the rest of the night, he was going to find a 


another way to go home. 


So he took a taxi home. 


Jerry walked into his apartment and tossed the key's on the kitchen counter. It started to rain before Jerry 


could even get a taxi so now he was soaking wet, head to toe. 

He dragged himself over to the couch and plopped down face first. Jerry lifted himself and sat up, sniffling 
and wiping his nose. He looked down at the telephone on the glass coffee table infront of him, staring at him. It 
was waiting to be picked up. 

Jerry bit his bottom lip and hesitated, once again, like he always did before. He slowly picked up the telephone 
and placed it to his ear. Before he thought of a number to dial, he remembered who he saw in the club 
tonight. 

Layne. 

He was still confused as to why he saw him out of all people he could've saw. 

He started to dial a number that he wanted to dial for a while. He ran his fingers through his wet hair and 
rubbed his forehead as the phone started to ring. He threw his head back onto the couch, listening to the 
phone ring. 

" Hello?" 


Jerry shot up as the voice came from the telephone. A weak but small smile grew on Jerry's lips. 


" Sean?" Jerry asked. 


Closer 


There was a moment of silence between the two. Jerry waited for a response to see if it was 
actually Sean he was talking to. Jerry's heart stopped for a good second before he was able to retrieve his 
montage of thoughts again. Jerry couldn't wrap his head around the fact that he actually decided to pick up 
the phone and dial his number. 


i Jerry..?" 


Jerry gulped. He had no clue what to do but he was happy that Sean actually picked up. After two years 


Jerry was actually getting somewhere. 
" Y-yeah.it's me man" Jerry's smile grew as he heard a faint laugh on the other end. 
" Holy shit, is it actually you?!" Sean questioned, 
" Yeah Sean, it's me." They both laughed either out of excitement or shock 
" l-is been like two years Jerry" Sean stated as Jerry chuckled lightly. 
" That's why | called" Jerry rubbed his eyes and exhaled. 
Jerry obviously had his problems he had to deal with first which is why he called Sean first. 


" Listen, | almost got a boner from hearing you again Jerry." Jerry pursed his lips and closed his eyes at 


Sean's statement. 
" Glad your excited to s-hear me." Jerry chuckled and listened to Sean's ridiculous laugh over the line. 


Atleast Sean didn't lose his personality. 


Jerry and Sean spoke over the phone for a good half an hour maybe, Jerry wasn't sure how long it was. But 
that didn't really matter to Jerry at the moment. Jerry set his gaze onto the coffee table. Right next to 
where the telephone would be was the photo the little girl in red took of Jerry not that long ago. Jerry picked 
up the picture from the table and laid back, taking a good look at himself in the image. 


" Hey Sean?" Jerry poked the inside of his cheek with his tongue. 


" Yeah?" Sean could be heard eating a bag of chips over the phone but then again, that was normal. 


" Have you spoken to the other guys at all?" Sean's crumbling stopped as he had to think about Jerry's 


question. 


" Sorry..out no. We all stopped talking to each other and went our seperate ways after that night at Layne's 
place." Jerry looked down at the ground and moved his jaw around when he heard that they all lost contact 
with each other. Jerry was afraid of that happening. They were like brother's to Jerry, and he doesn’t want fo 
lose his brothers 


" Well, wanna go get a cup of coffee tommorow?" Jerry proposed. 
" Hell yeah." Sean answered without hesitation 
" Great, see you then man" 


Jerry slowly hung up the phone and let out a long but deep exhale. He was still shocked that he was able to 
call Sean without choking on his words. He looked at the picture of himself once more before flipping to the 
back, only to see the date the picture was taken. Jerry placed the picture next to him and thought about what 


would happen if the band broke up. Jerry hated the thought of it but the band breaking up wouldn't be that 
far from happening if Jerry didn't set something right for once. 


He tried doing that at Layne's place on christmas night but thats why theyre all stuck in this posisiton. Jerry 
didn’t want that to happen again Not when he was so close to making something right: 


Sean's POV 


It was the next morning, the morning after the late night call with Jerry. Sean was glad that he got to hear 
his voice finally after two whole years. The last time he heard and saw Jerry was a few days after the feud 
on christmas night. He remembered Jerry being completely wasted, not even being able to open a door on his 
own. But atleast Sean got to crash on his couch. Jerry was already outside in the cold, trying to make his way 


to the cafe, where Jerry would be. 


Seam placed his hands in the pockets of his pants, leaning on one leg as he waited for the right timing to 
walk across the street. As he was about to adjust his hat, he felt a thump against his leg, making him scrunch 


his eyebrows. 


He slowly looked down and saw a little girl with a red raincoat and a red hat, with a red kids wagon trailing 


behind at her control. The little girl didn't say anything but stared up at Sean, 


" Um, are you lost?" He waited for an answer but knew he wasn't going to get one. It was worth a try 


atleast. 


Sean gulped as the little girl continued to stare at him, saying no word. He looked around at all the people 
passing by him and the girl. 


" Listen, | could get arrested for this-" Sean's sentence was cut short as a bright white flash took over his 
sight. He raised his eyebrows and rubbed his eyes, trying to regain his vision He opened his eyes and looked 
back down at the little girl, who was now holding a picture up to him, waiting for him to take it. 

Sean gulped and slowly took the picture from the little girl's hand. He looked down at the camera in her hand 
as she walked away without saying a word to him. He turned and looked around to see if anyone else witnessed 
what had just happened since Sean himself was confused. 


Sean looked across the street, where the cafe was, and noticed a familiar figure about to walk in. 


" JERRY!" Sean instantly caught the blonde's attention, running up towards him, stuffing the image into his 
pocket. 


" SEAN?!" 


" Yeah, its me man! But you won't belive what just happened!" 


10% 


" So what have you been up to man?" Sean asked Jerry as he took a sip from his steaming coffee. 

" Nothing really" Jerry shrugged. 

"Me, Eddie, and Chris went to a club last night. Never doing that again." Jerry laughed. 

" Why not, did something happen?" 

Jerry slightly widened his eyes when he remembered that last night, he took acid, he thought he saw Layne 
and followed him upstairs into the lounge, and remembered that he basically had Chris' hand in his pants and 
had a small makeout session with him. Jerry was still confused as to why that happened with Chris but he 


wasn't complaining about one bit of that. He kind of liked it anyways. There was no way he was going to forget 
about Chris’ lips being on his. He would have to get high again to forget about that. 


" No, nothing happened. It just wasn't my scene | guess." Jerry scratched the back of his neck, pursing his 
lips. 


" Enough about me now. What have you been up to?" Jerry took another sip from his coffee as Sean looked 


up and though for a few moments. 
" | really haven't been doing anything really" 
" You still play drums?" 
" | always carry a pair of sticks in my back pocket, what do you think? They both let out a chuckle. Sean 
always had a pair of drumsticks in his back pocket for no reason. Well Jerry didn't know why but he knew Sean 


had a reason for every little thing he does. 


" D-didn't you have to tell me something before we came in here?" Jerry raised his eyebrows as Sean 
gasped and placed his hand on his forehead. 


" | did have to tell you something!" Jerry waited as Sean reached into his pocket, digging for something. Sean 
took his hand out of his pocket and slammed the item down infront of Jerry. It was the picture that was taken 
of Sean not that long ago. Jerry's eye twitched a litle bit since it looked way too similar to the picture that 


was taken of Jerry. 
Which was in his pocket 


Jerry slowly picked up the image of Sean and stared at it for a good amount of time as Sean leaned in and 


started whispering. 


" While | was minding my business trying to get here, this ile girl hits my leg and takes a picture of me 
and gives it to mel" Jerry scrunched his eyebrows and looked past the picture, looking at Sean 


" A httle girl?" Jerry acted like he didn't already experiance this exact scenario. Instead, he decided to act as 
if this was a first time. 


" You know how people think now these days and i'm not trying to go to jail” Sean scoffed and sat back with 
his arms crossed. Jerry set the picture down back onto the table, pursing his lips and clearing his throat. 


" Did she say anything..at all?" 
" PF, barely. She disapeared after that” Sean sniffled his nose and Jerry sighed. 


Sean looked at the window next to him and scooted closer to it. He let out a breath and ran his index finger 


down the misty area of the cold, glass window. 

" We should really get the band back together man" Sean layed his head on the window. 

" | know.." Jerry took a deep breath in and exhaled. Jerry looked out the window as more cars and people 
began to pass by the cafe. Jerry rubbed his forehead and sniffled his nose. He knew that atleast Sean was 
going to realize that what was going on with the band wasn't going to end up with a happy ending someone 
didn't do something. 

" What about Mike?" 

Jerry looked at Sean who's head was still planted on the window. 

" | mean, | didn't get to call-" 

" lm not talking about Inez, Jerry." Sean looked up at Jerry who slowly looked down at his coffee. 

Its been a while since Jerry spoke or seen Mke Starr. Longer than the amount of time the band last spoke 
to eachother, before Jerry contacted Sean of course. Jerry really didn't want to talk about Mike but he had to 
get over it anyways. 


"What about him?" 


" When was the last time you spoke to him?" Sean waited patiently for an answer as Jerry thought for a 


moment. 


" A while ago, a long while ago if that even makes sense.” Jerry gulped and rubbed the handle of the black 
coffee mug. Jerry looked back up at Sean. 


" Why'd you ask?" Jerry looked back down and scratched the back of his neck. Sean sighed. 


"Hours before you called, | saw him at the record store right down the street.” There was a moment of 


silence between the two as they tried to think. 


" | thought he left Seattle?" Jerry was confused since he remembered Mke saying he was going to leave 


Seattle after their little argument that wasn't little at all actually. 


" That's what | thought too but | guess he had different plans this time." Jerry felt guilty for what happened 
with Mike and he didn't know why. 


" Jerry" 
" Yeah?" Jerry looked back up at Sean. 


"Tl call Mike tonight, Inez of course." Jerry lightly chuckled and looked around the cafe. As much as Sean 
calling Mike would save him the little bit of stress, he was still going to be nervous. 


" Are you actually?" 


" Of course man, if it makes the process of getting the band back together, then yeah..im calling him." They 
both shared a smile and a laugh. Jerry was glad Sean had the same motive like he did. 


It was worth risking it 


Giving In 


Jerry paced around the living room in nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist. Jerry scoffed as he 
placed his hands on his waist and continued pacing around the living room in silence. He scratched his head and 
sighed harshly. He didn't know if he really wanted to dial Layne's number and make everything right again 
Knowing how Layne is anyway, he probably wouldn't pick up the first time, or the second time..or the third 
time. It would take him a while to pick up. No one knows why he barely picks up but one could take a wild 
guess and probably be right. 


Jerry turned towards the glass coffee table, which had the telephone resting on the surface, and leaned on 
one leg with his hands still resting on his waist. He pouted his lips and looked down at the phone. It was as if he 
was having a staring contest with the object. He rolled his eyes. 

" Don't look at me like that" Jerry demanded as he made his way around to the couch, plopping right down 
He rested his arms on his legs and leaned forward, staring down at the phone. He poked the inside of his cheek 


and scoffed once more. 


" You think your better than me, huh?" Jerry squinted his eyes as the corner of his upper lip twitched. But 
his feud with the phone quickly came to an end when it began to ring, startling Jerry. 


He quickly snatched the phone with a second thought and placed it to his ear, quitely gulping. 

" Hello?" Jerry closed his eyes and sighed as he recognized that familiar cackle on the other line. 

" Hi to you too, Eddie." Jerry scratched the side of his nose as Eddie continued laughing with the hard rock 
music playing along in the background. There was never a time where there wasn't something going on with 


Eddie while they were on the phone. 


" Are you at a party or something?" Jerry waited for the obvious answer from Eddie as there was a 


moment of silence. 
" Yeah " 


"Yeah.| know Eddie." Jerry pushed out his lips and turned his head along with the phone. He closed his eyes 


because he knew whatever he was going to say or ask, he was going to regret it sooner or later. 
" Im comin’ down there." Jerry gripped the phone and listened to Eddie exclaim. 


" Awsome manl I'll see you down here then!" 


" Wait! Is Chris there with you?" 


" Uh, probably, | don't even know. He was here a couple of minutes ago and just.poof" Jerry poked the inside 


of his cheek and softly scoffed. 
" Thanks anyway, i'll see you down there man" 


" Alright man!" Eddie let out one more yell before Jerry hung up the phone. He got up from the couch and 
ran his hands through his hair. Stretching his arms, he walked behind the couch to where the window blinds 
were. He opened the blinds and scrunched up his face at the night. /t was already night. He didn't know if it was 
long after meeting up with Sean. He looked down at the towel wrapped around his waist before looking down at 


the cars passing by. 


" | need clothes." 


Jerry dragged his feet across the hallway floor as he made his way towards the door of Eddie's condo, 
chewing the gum he was chewing on for the past minute. He stood in front of Eddie's door sniffling his nose. 
Before he could even knock, the door opened wide real quick, revealing a panting Eddie. He had on a black helmet 


and a beer in his hand. Jerry wasn't shocked one bit about the helmet. 
He was shocked about the un-opened beer in Eddie's hand 


Jerry looked up at Eddie who was wiping his mouth with his sleeve, letting out a burp. Jerry could tell that if 
he took one more step, walking into that condo, he would be fucked up for the rest of the night. There would 


be no one to stop him. 

" Hey man." Eddie let out a snort before smacking himself back together. 

" Hey Eddie." Jerry raised an eyebrow as Eddie looked down at the floor and continued to laugh. He tried to 
hold himself together but obviously that wasn't possible. His cheeks were rosey, his eyes were half open but 
red, and he was laughing so much that he couldn't stop himself. 

" C-come on in Jerry." Eddie turned around going back into his condo, where the huge crowd of people were 
doing nothing but dancing and bouncing to the hard rock music playing in the background. But of course there 
was some people just standing and socializing but still having a good time. Jerry followed Eddie into his condo. 

Jerry was caught off gaurd when Eddie sharply turned around and placed his hands on Jerry's shoulders. 


" You're not high..are you?" Eddie raised an eyebrow as Jerry scrunched his eyebrows. 


" No Eddie..itm not high." Eddie sighed in relief and wiped his forehead.with the beer still in his hand Eddie let 


out a chuckle. 


" | had to make sure she didn't get to you or else it would be too late man. Y'know.. that girl that gave you 
acid at the club?" 


Jerry swallowed his spit and nodded his head. 

" Yeah man, seattle people can be crazy sometimes.” 

" Mhm, totally." Jerry scanned the room looking for a specific person 
Chris was no where to be seen 


The last time he saw Chris was when they were alone upstairs in the club, which most likely won't happen 


again 
" Uh, Eddie?" 
" Yeah?" Jerry poked the inside of his cheek as Eddie wiped his nose and tried to keep himself from collapsing. 
" Have you seen Chris 
" Yeah man, he's in the.uh.guest room with Kim and Ben.tm pretty sure Ben left though: 
" Alright, thanks man. Don't drink too much tonight" 
"| don't make promises man" 


Jerry walked away leaving a drunk Eddie to collapse on his own time. Jerry squeezed his way through the 


crowd to get to the guest room. 


He placed his hand on the door knob, making sure no one is looking at him. Without hesitation, he walked in 


and closed the door behind him quickly. 

He looked at the bed and saw a familiar figure, Chris, laid down passed out. He wasn't moving at all. Jerry 
was confused until he saw the tray next to the shirtless Chris that small white particles placed on it. Jerry 
looked next to the bed and saw Kim, Chris' band mate. 

" Don't worry Jerry, he's not dead. He's just passed out cause he got tired." 


"0-oh, that makes sense." 


" Yup, | told him not to do to much or else that would be the last time he would be awake. So he should be 


fine." 


" Are you sure he's breathing?" 
" Of course man, he just went to sleep. There's nothing to worry about here Jerry. But i'll be going now." 


Jerry moved away from the door as Kim made his way out back to the party. Before Jerry could take 


another step closer, a sound escaped from Chris. Chris let out a small sigh. 
"Can you lock the door Jerry..?" His eyes were still closed with some of his hair on his face. 
" Sure, | guess." 
" Thanks." 


Jerry locked the door behind him, like how he was asked to. He noticed Chris’ flannel was on the floor so he 
decided to go and grab it for him, just in case he even wanted to put a shirt on. 


Jerry sat down next to Chris on the bed, who was still laid down. 
"Here's your shirt if you need it." 


Jerry stared blarkly at Chris as he slowly sat up. He passed him the shirt as he rubbed his nose, getting rid 


of the coke excess from under his nostrils. 
" How long was | out for?" 
" | don't know, | just got here. But Kim said you were just sleeping.’ 


" Hm, okay." Jerry watched as Chris slipped on his flannel without buttoning it, leaving his bare chest in the 
open. The room was silent but Jerry's thoughts weren't. All he could think of was the club. 


" Did | do too much?" 
" W-what do you mean?" Jerry gulped 

Chris laughed. Jerry didn't know what was funny but a smile grew on his lips anyway. 
" Coke, Jerry. Did | do too much coke?" Jerry scratched the back of his head 

" | wasn't really here to know if you did Chris. | just got here, remember?" 

"Ohhh yeah, you did say that. My bad” 


"Its alright man" 


Jerry doesn't regret what happened at the club one bit but he prayed that Chris didn't remember what 
happened at the club. 


" Atleast it wasn't as bad as what happened at the cl-" 
Jerry shot up and placed his hand over Chris‘ mouth so quick. He didn't want it mentioned. Ever. Not once. 


Jerry could feel a smile grow on Chris’ lips. Chris slowly placed his hand over Jerry's hand, moving it down 
from his mouth. 


" | know what | did at the club Jerry-" 
Jerry pushed Chris back on the bed, hovering over him, and placed his hand over his mouth once again. 
Chris' hair went over his face again from the way Jerry basically pinned him down. The eye contact was 


strong in this moment. 


" Stop fucking bringing it up Chris." Jerry's hand was locked tight on Chris’ lips, making sure another word 
doesn't fly out of his mouth. Chris could feel the panick in Jerry but it was obvious anyway. 


Chris slowly sat up with his hair in his face. He leaned back laying on elbows and with Jerry's hand still on 


his mouth. Jerry took his hand away, still basically on Chris’ lap, but Jerry didn't notice that. 
" Do you regret what happened Jerry?" 
" Jesus Christ-" 
" Answer the damn question Jerry. Yes or no?" 
Jerry looked down at Chris. 
" Did you regret it Chris?" 
"a" Chris didn't respond. He sniffled and rubbed his nose. 
" Why did you kiss back if you regretted it?" 
" Because | won't do it again" 
There was a strong silence in the room. 


" But | never said | regretted it." Jerry looked down at Chris’ shirt as it slipped from his shoulders, showing 
the rest of his torso. 


" Fix your shirt, it's falling off" Jerry slowly looked away as Chris just took the shirt off” 
" What else do you want me to take off?" 


Jerry shot his head back to Chris. He looked down at Chris' body. He didn't want to seem like a pervert and 


stare too long. 

" W-why would you ask that?" 

" Cause | already know you want to see the rest of my body.” Jerry took a deep breath. 

Chris sat back up with his nose almost touch Jerry's. 

" And your dick is rubbing against mine." 

Jerry tried not to make it obvious but he really sucked at it. 

" We're just friends Chris." They we're both speaking softly as if anyone else would hear them. 

" | know but it could be a one time thing. No one has to know." Chris' top lip slowly rubbed against Jerry's. 
" Just one time Jerry." He fully placed his lips onto Jerry's. 


Jerry has no idea what to do since this wasn't the first time he felt Chris’ lips on his. He felt Chris' hand go 
up his shirt just like last time. 


But this time he took it off 
His chest rubbed against Chris' as he pulled Jerry in closer to him. Without breaking the kiss, Chris 
unbuttoned and unzipped Jerry's shorts. Jerry wanted Chris to do whatever he wanted and he wouldn't mind. 


Not one bit. 


Chris pushed Jerry down onto the bed, hovering over him. The kiss became way more than it was before as 


Chris slipped his hand into Jerry's pants. 
Just like last time. 
Jerry tried to keep his noise to himself since they weren't really alone. 
" Jesus Chris-" He placed his hand over Jerry's mouth with his other hand doing the rest of the job. 


" Don't be too loud, they might hear you." 


Jerry didn't know he was that good with his hands. Jerry threw his head back off the edge of the bed with 
his eyes shut tight. But before he was about to finish, Chris took his hand out of his pants. 


Chris slowly slipped Jerry's pants off before finish the job with his mouth. Jerry lifted his head and looked 
down at Chris, who was about to take off his underwear next. Jerry threw his head off the edge as he felt 
Chris' mouth. Chris slipped his middle and ring finger into Jerry's mouth. 


" Bite them if you have to Jerry." Chris went back to what he was doing as Jerry struggled to keep himself 


contained. 
Mainly his moans 
Jerry bit Chris’ fingers as his breathing got heavier. He felt good inside of Chris’ mouth. 
But he wanted to feel Chris inside of him. 
A moan escaped Jerry's mouth going through Chris’ fingers, as he felt himself getting close again. 


He bit Chris’ fingers one last time before finishing in Chris' mouth. Jerry tried to catch his breath as Chris 
took his fingers out of Jerry's mouth. 


He placed his hand on Jerry's neck as he placed a kiss on his lips. 

" Get on your stomach Jerry." 

Jerry already felt weak but he still flipped onto his stomach. He could hear Chris' pants unzip behind him. 
" Il stop when you want me to, okay?" 

" D-don't stop.please?" 

"Jerry there's no lu-" 

" Use your spit then, but don't stop..please." 

"Alright" He rubbed his spit onto his cock and slowly pushed himself into Jerry. 


" Fuck!" Chris placed his hand over Jerry's mouth again. Jerry knew it was going to hurt at first but he didn't 
want that to stop Chris. As Chris thrusted himself into Jerry, he couldn't seem to hold his moans in either. 


This was gonna be a long night for the both of them. 


Changes 

It was the middle of the night and the party had already died down. But Jerry couldn't seem to fall asleep. 
Next to him, Chris didn't seem to have a struggle doing so since he was already sleeping. Letting out a sigh, 
Jerry opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling. He knew that he wasn't going to succeed running away from 


what happened between him and Chris. 


He tried to forget about what happened at the club but that didn't work since Chris didn't forget one bit of 
it somehow. Jerry tried to keep his groans to himself as he adjusted himself on the bed. 


He didnt know how long the pain was going to last 

But the pan wasnt the only thng keeping hm awake 

Your still awake man?" Chris asked as Jerry slowly looked at Chris' hair covered face 
"Yeah, did | wake you up?" 

" No, | dont thirk so" Chris sniffled 

" Is the pain keeping you up?" Chris asked before letting out a soft shared laugh with Jerry. 


" N-no, it's not that. | mean it is but not really. I'm just thinking too much." Jerry begin to fiddle with his 
fingers under the blanket. 


" What are you thinking about..?" 
" „the band." 
" Hm, is it Layne?" Chris exhaled before sniffling once more. 


Chris didn't really know the whole situation but he definitely knew what was going on with Layne. Everyone 


knew what was going on with Layne. 
"Yeah, | guess. | just keep thinking about him. Especially when | saw him at the club." 
" Woah, you saw him.at the club." Chris was confused. 
" | took acid, Chris, none of it was real.! think" Jerry closed his eyes. 


" How much did you take that you saw Layne?" Chris laughed. 


" Not a lot, it was barely anything." 


" Hm, whatever you say Jer." Chris went back to sleep as Jerry was left to think alone. Jerry sighed and 


rubbed his eyes. 


"I'm done for." 


Jerry strolled down the street with his hands in his pockets, passing by all the strangers and different 
buildings. He was on his way to cafe to meet up with Sean since they both agreed to meet up again 


Before entering the cafe, he stood where his random photo was taken by the little girl in the red coat. He 
reached into his back pocket and grabbed the small photo, taking one look at it before shoving it back into his 
pocket. As Jerry looked back up, he stared into the large glass window where he spotted two familiar figures. 


One was definitely Sean 


Jerry made his way into the cafe and locked his eyes on the back of the person infront of Sean, who Sean 


was talking too. 


Sean looked at Jerry and smiled. Sean looked back at the person and pointed at Jerry. The person turned their 
head around and looked at Jerry. Jerry's heart almost skipped a beat when he saw who it was. 


I was Mike hez. 
" Holy shit!" Mike shot up from his seat and embraced Jerry into a hug. Of course Jerry hugged back. 


"Its good to see you again Jerry, it really is" Jerry stared at Sean who was looking out the misty window, 


not breaking the hug with Mike. 


"Its good to see you again too Mike." Jerry continued to stare as Sean seemed as if her was in a whole 


different world. 
"Hello to you too, Sean" Jerry and Mike laughed when Sean was caught off gourd. 


" You still can never keep your eyes off things | see." Mike stated with that bright smile on his face. Sean 
sighed. 


" You know it." Sean replied 


Jerry fiddled with the picture under the table as Sean and Mike were busy conversating. Once again, Jerry 
was too busy thinking about Layne and everything that happened that led them all to this. Jerry sighed and 
slipped the picture back into his pocket. 


"I've never really spoken to him either. It's been a while since i've ever actually seen him in person” Jerry 


looked up at Mike once he said that. 
" Who are you talking about?" Jerry asked Mike. " Who else would | be talking about Jerry?" 
Layne 
"Oh." Jerry poked the inside of his cheek and sniffled his nose. 
" | dort think anyone has seen him besides Demri" Sean scratched his nose. 
" Well actually." Jerry and Sean both looked up at Mike, waiting for him to complete his sentence. 


" | saw him once at GAMEBOUND buying a couple of video games when | was there getting a game." Jerry 
and Sean both looked at each other in the eyes 


" [t was more of a months supply of video games to be honest with you guys-" 

‘ When was this again?" Sean asked." Uh, a couple of days ago i'm pretty sure." 

Jerry leaned back and crossed his arms, pursing his lips into a thin line. He never thought that anyone would 
see Layne again, especially Mike. There was a small silence lingering in the air. But the silence was disturbed by 
Sean. 


" | saw Mark Lanegen go into Layne's condo a while back." 


Mark became one of Layne's closest friends after making Long Gone Day, well thats what Jerry wants to 


believe. 


" What was Mark doing there?" Mike wondered." They were probably hanging out or something. They're close 
friends after all" Jerry said. 


" Well anyways, some days after the christmas fight had happened, | went down to his condo to just see if 
he was alright. But thats when | saw Mark go into uh.Layne's condo." 


" So he saw Layne first?" Mike asked." No, Demri saw him that exact night we fought. She told me when we 
were here drinking coffee together a couple of days ago." Jerry ran his hands through his hair before looking 
out the misty glass window. 


" So what now?" Sean asked. We all looked at each other waiting for a wise answer to spit out. 


No one had a damn clue. 


| scattered and rummaged through the pile of small ziplock baggies and unused needles on the glass coffee 
table in front of me. | took a deep breath before looking down at the blood trailing down my arm. | continued to 
look for a band-aid on the coffee table which would be my last one before | ran out. | grabbed the band-aid 
and unwrapped it from the adhesive strips. | exhaled sharply and wiped my nose. | placed the band-aid carefully 


over my vein on my arm. | held my arm and leaned back on my couch... 


Patiently waiting for Mark to knock on that door. 


" Where the hell are you man.?" | asked myself as | held my arm and looked up a the ceiling. | groaned as | 
slowly got up from the couch, still holding my arm, and made my way over to the fridge. | opened the fridge 
and surprisingly, there was nothing in there except for beer and other condiments. | sighed once | heard a 
knock on the door, the one i've been waiting to hear for the past hour maybe. | quickly hurried my way over 


to the door, opening it without hesitation. 


Mark looked so different since the last time | saw him. He had medium length hair, same old tinted 


sunglasses, and that sam old straight exprssion on his face. 
Maybe he didn't look that different. 


"N-nice cut" | sniffled my nose nose before letting Mark inside. | looked down at the white bag he had in his 
hand which he placed down on the coffee table. 


" Thanks man, | wanted to try something new." | softly laughed and rubbed my arm, which | had been holding 
for a while now. | looked down at the white bag as Mark went and sat down on the couch, crossing his arms. 


He never took off his sunglasses which was a cool thing to know about Mark. 


" Did you get the stuff?” | walked over and sat next to Mark, still looking at the white bag. There was a pump 
of adrenaline running though my body as | kept looking at the white bag. 


" Yeah, | got the stuff Layne." Mark stared straight ahead, not glancing once at me or the white bag. | cleared 
my throat as | opened the white bag. | lifted it up and poured everything out of it onto the table. | could feel 


the expression on my face go blank once | realized what was actually in the bag. 


Band-aids 

"W-where's the stuff man?" | asked Mark who still stared straight ahead." The stuff is right there..the 
stuff you need" | laughed nervously and looked back inside the white bag to make sure | wasn't missing 
anything. The bag was empty. 

" C'mon Mark-" 


" You need to lay off for a while." | looked at Mark who was already looking at me. | could feel his eyes 
piercing through my soul through those sunglasses. * Mark what do you mean-" 


" Stop doing drugs for a while, thats what | mean" Mark said as | stared at him blankly. "W-well itm doing fine" 


| said sniffling my nose. 

" Layne." 

" Yeah?" 

"When was the last time | visited?" | scoffed and bit my bottom lip." You came here last week Mark" There 
was a long intense silence in the air after | answered his question. | sighed and looked down at the small baggies 
and unused needles on the coffee table. There was some used needles there but mostly unused. | decided to 
break the silence. 

" When was the last tme you visited Mark?" 

"A month ago Layne." 

My head went blank. | couldn't talk or feel after he said that. 

" | know it's not going to be easy to quit and a small talk from me is definately isn't going to make you quit. 
Hell, you might shoot up once | walk out that fucking door. But God forbid this is the last time | get to see you 


alive Layne Staley." Mark sniffled his nose before pushing his sunglasses up on his head. 


| looked down at my arm, noticing all the marks i've caused. | looked down at the ground as if | was caught in 


defeat. 
" Now." 
| looked over to Mark who was lighting a cigarette. He let out a puff of smoke before looking back at me. 


" Ready to start over?" 


Brothers 


We all sat in silence not knowing what to do at this point. We were all together. We were all talking. But 
obviously there was something missing. It made everything feel incomplete. And we already know what was 
missing. 


We knew who was missing. 


" Do you think its too late to save him?" Mike asked. Sean pursed his lips into a thin line as | fiddled with my 
fingers underneath the table. 


" | think saving him was long due man." Sean looked down at the table, crossing his arms, with nothing but 
defeat on his face. 


Once again, silence lingered in the air. | looked up at Sean and Mike. They both had their heads down | looked 


around the cafe. 
| pulled out the picture out of my pocket and placed it in the middle of the table. 


" Does this picture look creepy to you guys?" They all slowly lifted their heads and looked down at the photo. 


| leaned back and crossed my arms. 


" Pft, | think | look hot in mines." Sean grabbed his photo out of the pocket of his jacket and slammed it on 
the table. 


" Look at the beauty in that" Sean laughed as | jokingly rolled my eyes. | looked over to Mike who was awfully 


quiet next to Sean He seemed surprised but confused. 


" What's wrong Mike?" | asked him as he stared down at both of the pictures of Sean and |. | looked up at 
Sean who looked right back at me. Sean decided to take another sip of his coffee. 


" Um, | have a quick question for the both of you guys.." Mike scratched his head. 
" We're listening.” | said. 
" Did a little girl take these pictures by any chance..?" 
| widened my eyes and shot my head towards Sean who nearly choked on his coffee. Sean wiped his mouth. 


" Y-yeah man, why?" Sean coughed. 


Mike sighed as he reached for something in his pocket. | scratched my neck as he placed down a picture of 


himself in the same blue, wet setting. 


| looked up at Sean who was obviously confused. 


" A little girl with a red raincoat and a small red wagon took a picture of me some time after Sean called me. 


But it was when | was on my way over here." Mike crossed his arms. | looked at all the pictures one by one. 
| grabbed the pictured and rearranged them into the order each of them were taken. 
" What are you doing?" Sean asked as | continued rearranging them. 
"lm adding things up." 
My picture was taken way before Sean and Mike. It was when Demri and | were here. 
Sean's was taken when he was on his way over here when we were meeting up for the first time in forever. 
Mike's was taken when he was on his way over here also. 
So | lined the pictures up just right. Me, Sean, and Mike. But there was definitely something missing. 
" There's something missing.” 
Sean and Mike both looked at eachother. 
" It's Layne." Sean said. | looked up at him and leaned back." | guess so." 


" Not anymore." 


A figure appeared next to me. | felt as if | knew the person just from looking at the gloves on their hands. 


Once my eyes landed on their face, | knew | was right. 


H was Layne. 


Without thinking, | shot up from my seat and pulled him into a hug. | didn't care if we hated eachother, if he 
hated me, or if | hated him. 


İt just felt good to see my brother again 
" Holy shit.." Sean said. 


" Holy shit indeed Sean" Mike replied. 


| pulled back and looked at Layne through those back sunglasses of his. He didn't change much, which was 
surprising. His blonde hair was slicked back, he had black sunglasses on, and black gloves. 


" l'm so sorry man. I'm sorry for all the shit that happened" | gulped. A small smirk formed on Laynes lips. 


" You don't have to apologize for anything man" Layne softly chuckled That gave me a sense relief. Layne 


looked over to Sean and Mike with a small smile on his lips. 
"Im sorry for what | put you guys through, it shouldn't have ended off like that" Layne said. 
" | mean, atleast we're all here together now." Mike said with a bright smile on his face. 
" Yeah, wait, how did you know to come here?" Sean asked Layne. 


"Me and Mark were walking and he saw you guys in here. | knew that everything was down to shit after 
the christmas accident so | thought it was time to apologize." 


Maybe he did change after all 


We were still at the cafe actually having a good time together. Layne looked happier from the last time | saw 
him which made me happy. 


"I'm still confused on how we have these pictures." | said as | laughed. 


" Yknow.a random little girl in a red rain coat with a red wagon took this of me right before | walked in here. 


| don't know why but | didnt think much of it” Layne said. 

" All of ours were taken at the coffee shop, well not really. Sean and Mike were on their way which was 
when they got a picture. But mines was taken when | was outside. That's kinda wierd" | said with a small smile 
on my lips. 

Layne grabbed his photo and looked at it. 

" We should make a video with these pictures in it" Layne suggested as we all looked at him. 

" | mean, sounds cool to me." Sean said. 


" Yeah, it's been a while since we made a video anyway. Let alone, a album." Mike said. 


" Alright, then lets change that. Let's make a album." | said as we all looked at eachother. 


"Im in" Layne said as | looked at him. 

" Me too" Mike said. 

We all looked at Sean, waiting for a response. 
" You know damn well im n" 

We laughed and cheered. 


" God, it feels good to be together again" Sean said. | smiled as | looked out the misty window, seeing a 


familiar figure outside. | squinted my eyes. Once i realized who it was, my eyes widened. 
İt was the httle girl n the red raincoat 
" Guys look, its the little girl again" | pointed out the window as they all leaned in towards the window. 
The little girl traced her finger on the mist, writing something. 


" Heaven. beside you.hell.within.?" Sean repeated what the little girl wrote. Our eyes followed the little girl as 


she walked away, leaving what she wrote on the window. 
" Who the hell is that girl?" | asked 
" | don't know, but that sounds like some good lyrics to me man" Mike said 
" Well." Layne sighed. 
" At least we have eachother again" 
" Yeah, let's keep it that way" | looked at Layne with a smile on my face. 
" Okay lovebirds, who's up for some kareoke, im bored" Sean asked. 
" What? Did you lose your exclusive KISS poster?" Mike asked as me and Layne laughed 


"| WAS YOUNG AND NEEDED THE DAMN MONEY!" 


Although everything went to absolute shit after that christmas night, everything was able to go back to 


what it once was. 


İt was nice to finally be with my brothers again 


The End 


